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What | Regret 


Author's Notes: 

This is the result of three things: first-time heartbreak, too much time, and a desire to flex my writing chops 
again. | don't like this work by any means, neither am | proud of it, but | wrote it and | may as well post it. 
Consider it.consider it as something to tide you guys over, as the other (better, more in my comfort zone) 


story takes shape in my head. 


You know what | regret most about our breakup? 


The fact that | never showed you how sad | was. | showed you my rage, my contempt, my disappointment and 
disgust at you, although | don't really feel those things anymore. 


| never showed you how much it hurt that it was over. 
| wish I'd told you how much I'll miss you. | wish I'd made sure you knew that, you know? | like to think that 


you do know, maybe, but still, | doubt you know just how bad it hurts that you're not here anymore, how 
literally anything, anything and everything makes me think of you. 


Its cliche, but | only realised what a huge part of my life was occupied by you when you left it. I'd see 
something cool on the street, and my first thought would be to tell you about it. Fuck, even the birds chirping 
in the morning reminded me of you, because | was a morning person and you weren't, you hated the sounds, 
you used to pull the pillow over your head and curse at them. And | used to pull the sheets back, laughing, and 
I'd kiss you, and you'd stop grumbling and kiss me back, and there wouldn't be a sad little ache in the pit of my 


stomach. 


| want you back. That's the long and short of it. | thought us breaking up would eventually be for the best, but 
it wasn't, it wasn't. Jesus, it hurts so much to even think about you. Sometimes | cry, the warm tears sliding 
quietly down my cheeks, feeling like the world's biggest pussy but also kind of hoping that maybe the catharsis 
of the act would make it hurt less. 


It doesn't, by the way. Never does. It just makes me remember how you used to cradle me when | cried. How 
you'd hold me against your chest and stroke my hair, and then you'd gently pull my chin up and kiss my face, 
your lips so soft and so gentle, your hands cradling the back of my head like | was the only thing that 


mattered. 
| miss you. | miss you so fucking much. 


It was so easy for me to say we shouldn't, couldn't be together. All those times you'd reach for my hand 
when we were walking and I'd swat you away, glancing around to make sure no one saw. The time when 
Appetite went to number one at last, and your eyes shone as you hugged me, and you tried to kiss me but | 
jerked away and barely spoke to you for the rest of the night. Or how about that time | fell asleep on your 
shoulder, and you let me, you even stroked my hair. | felt it in my sleep, this soothing, gentle petting that 
made me feel so safe and loved. But | woke up, eventually, and Steven made that stupid fucking joke, and they 
all laughed, everyone on that fucking bus laughed their asses off. And | know it was irrational but | blamed you, 
| blamed you for letting me fall asleep with my cheek resting just next to the crook of your neck, practically 
nuzzling you, and | blamed you for stroking my hair, because if you hadn't, he would have had no grounds to 


make that joke. | almost wished you'd shoved me away as soon as you realised I'd fallen asleep. 
But you didn't, because you loved me and you didn't care who knew it. 


You said wanted to be with someone you could just.just love, without the bullshit. Angela. | tried to hate her, 
but | just couldn't. | tried to hate you, but | couldn't do that either, not for long. And that pisses me off, 
because | really should hate you. You didn't split up with me before you took up with her. You cheated And 
the fact that you could fall in love with her so fast, so readily.it keeps me up at night, it makes me wonder 
whether you ever really loved me in the first place. You acted like you did, you told me you did, many times, 


and | truly thought you did. But..! don't know, Izzy. Did you? 


The other day, | was tidying my bedroom. Because, you know, that's the type of boring asshole that | am now. 
And | saw one of your old picks, God | used to hate it when you just left them lying around. I'd always been 
the neat one out of the two of us, the one who likes everything to be perfectly in place. Anyway, | saw the 


pick, and it had lost its gloss, and was now this unappealing murky kind of grey colour. | held it between both 
my thumbs and index fingers and cried for about twenty minutes and thought leave as many guitar picks on 
my floor as you want, hell, leave all your guitars and strings and amps down here too, leave them here. Just, 


come back to me. Please, Izzy. Please. 

But it's over now. And itll be over for the band, soon | see it, in the sorrowful way Slash picks at his guitar 
without you to jam with, the way Axl's eyes have this new kind of dullness to them. | wonder if my eyes have 
that look. The look that's just, | don't know, tired. 

The truth is, there's no appeal to anything we do, anymore. The music, the performances (those fucking 
performances, how | hate them), we're going through motions. We're not creating or innovating, not like we 
used to. We're just..reliving, kind of. Repeating. Think of it like this: our talent, our hunger, whatever is was that 
made us successful, picture it as a bunch of coffee beans. The tastiest, richest coffee beans there ever were. 
Now add milk. And add more milk. And keep adding more milk, and slowly you lose the taste of coffee. Maybe 
there's something of it left, a distant hint of something rich and bittersweet on your tongue, but like Axl said, 
nothing lasts forever, even cold November rain, the taste of coffee, Guns N Roses, the time | was yours and 
you were mine. 

That lasted less than a year. 

| don't know if I'll ever be OK without you. | don't know if | can even just be, without you. 

| don't know if | want to try. 

Axl, he's worried about me, you know. He thinks l'm gonna die from all the vodka Slash is too doped up to even 
notice my presence, or anyone's presence, but Axl notices everything, and the concern in his eyes would be 


touching, if it wasn't so infuriating. 


Like fuck off. Let me do my own thing. And if my own thing involves drinking myself into the city morgue, so 
be it. 


Don't ruin it for me. Drinking is all | have left. 

"Bullshit. You have the band." He says it with strain, like even he doesn't believe it. 
"You have me." He sounds hopeful, vulnerable, pitiful. 

| don't want you. 

"Duff, fuck him." There's anger in his voice, defiance, even a hint of a sneer. 


Can't. Not anymore. 


"Duff, fuck me." He's needy, breathy, beautiful. 
You're not Izzy. | don't want to. 


So | leave him, the concern in his eyes replaced by hurt, affront, rage, and the same kind of desperate longing | 
looked at you with, once upon a time. | guess it's the same way I'd look at you, if | ever see you again. And | 
feel bad for him, | do. | want to love him. | want to fuck him. | don't want to be the reason that anyone feels 
what | feel, because no one deserves that. But | can't help it. Just like you can't help to do this to me. And it's 
why | can't make myself hate you, and its why Axl can't make himself hate me, though he's very good at 
pretending he does. 


ltd be kind of funny, if it wasn't so damn tragic. 


